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o'clock A.M., the signal to fall in, which we
call the "general," was beat, and the main
body fell in with fresh cartridges.

The officers were in full uniform, and so,
with fixed bayonets and colours flying and
the drums beating the Grenadier's March,
they waded the stream.

I sat in the saddle with the two aides,
Captains Orme and Morris, and with the in-
terest of a young soldier watched this fine
body of men fall in with perfect discipline
on the further side and disappear in their
turn.   This being the main body, the staff
followed with the general, and I was sent
back to hasten up the rangers, who had the
rear.   I found them about two hundred and
thirty strong, moving slowly, most in hunt-
ing-shirts and fur caps and moccasins.   A
part were thrown out far to right and left
in the woods.   Ensign Allen and an officer
whose name I forget appeared to be in com-
mand, and were vainly endeavouring to
keep up some of the military order they had
been teaching.   I thought them wanting in
sense and wished I had the rangers at the
front.   I gave my message and left them.
Then I made haste to ride back to the ford,
which was still held by a small guard.  Here
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